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nary politeness if I did not, and we will dine witii her one
day at her country house.'
£You must not expect me to come too.'
cAnd why not?'
'Because she is mad. She whispered things in my ear
which would have offended me deeply, had I not remem-
bered that she thought she was doing me an honour iu
treating me as an equal.'
After supper we went on to the balcony to wait for Don
Diego, and to enjoy a little fresh breeze which had sprung
up, after the excessive heat of the day. Seated side by side
in the soft twilight, which protected us from all inquisitive
glances, I read in Ignazia's eyes that her indifference to me
of late had been only assumed. I took her in my arms and
kissed her. . . .
If ever these Memoirs, which I am writing principally
to palliate the deadly dulness which is killing me in this dull
Bohemia,—if ever these Memoirs, I say, see daylight, it
will be when my eyes are closed to it, when I shall laugh
(as for the matter of that I do now) at the opinion of the
world. Nevertheless, as the said world is divided into tw>
parties, one—and by far the greater—composed of ignorant
and superficial men, and the other of learned deep thinkers,
it is to the latter alone that I address myself, and I trust
that they will understand me, and will, at any rate, appre-
ciate the veracity with which I write about my doings and
misdoings. Up to now, I have spoken the truth, without
pausing to consider whether that truth was favourable or
no to my reputation. The story of my life is not a dogmatic
recital. If ever I am read, I shall not pervert any one's
mind; to do so, at least, is far from being my object; but
my experience, my vices, my virtues, my principles, may be
of use to some who know, like the bee, to extract honey
from all sorts of flowers. After this digression, I will say
candidly that none of the things I have confided to these
papers have cost me, in the telling, one tithe of what J

